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temple, reaches me only very faintly, from
the distance.
And now I have reached the first of the three
platforms. Before me rises the second stage, of
a height double that of the first, presenting
stairways more abrupt, more guarded by smiles
and rictus of stone. It is surrounded on its
four sides by a vaulted gallery, a kind of
cloister, immense and pompously magnificent,
with its excess of carvings, its porticoes crowned
with strange, elaborate frontals, with its narrow
windows, the stone bars of which, already too
massive, are brought close together as if the
better to imprison you. All around the dilapida-
tion is extreme. Within, the decoration is
simpler than in the corridors of the base. The
place is damp and dark, and there is an almost
intolerable odour of bats; they cover the vault,
these suspended sleepers. ... At this height
I no longer hear anything of the litany of the
monks, and the silence is so profound that one
scarcely dares to walk.
The second platform is surrounded like the
first by a cloister, the fa9ades of which are
wrought with as much elaboration as the most
patient embroideries. Here one might reason-
ably think that he was nearly there; but now
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